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platform and talking for an hour and a quarter. It was the stage fright
from which so many actors suffer. There does not seem to be a cure for
it and it attacks some of the greatest orators, of whom I am not one. I
remember dining next to Lord Reading when he was making his fare-
well to the Bar before going as Viceroy to India.

"You are not eating your dinner," I said to him after a while. "No,"
he said, "I have to make an after dinner speech." Yet as Rufus Isaacs
he had earned his living by making speeches every day in court.

And once my brother Cosmo stood behind Lord Balfour, when he
came to America during the war and spoke to a great American audience
in New York. He had a serene smile. His words flowed like a silver
stream. His phrases were perfect. His voice was mellow. But behind
his back his hands were shaking like aspen leaves in a stiff breeze.

ODD HAPPENINGS
On this first visit of mine I had to talk to the City Club of New York,
but it was arranged by my agent that I should break off half-
way, allowing my audience to have a little drink and stretch their
limbs. I should be transported to the Forty-fourth Street Theatre to
make a speech on behalf of funds for Ajnerican soldiers and sailors.
So it happened. I was thrust into a taxi-cab, hurried off to the theatre,
received by a tremendous explosion (a flashlight photo) in the dressing
room of Al Jolson, the funny man, thrust on to the stage in the middle
of a harem scene (scores of beautiful maidens) and told to make my
speech while the audience raffled for an original letter from Lloyd
George to the American nation.
Surprised by my rapid transmigration from the City Club, and by my
presence in an oriental harem, feeling very hot, rather flustered, and not
knowing what to do with my hands, I kept screwing up a bit of paper
which had been given to me at the wings. By the time I had-finished my
three minutes speech it was a bit of wet mushy pulp. When I left the
stage a white-faced man in the wings who had been making frantic signs
to me, informed me coldly that I had utterly destroyed Lloyd George's
letter to the American nation which had just been raffled for many
hundreds of dollars.. . . After that I went back to finish my speech at
the City Club.